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make the holy season of the coming of the baby a 
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THE ANNUNCIATION 

AND the angel Gabriel was sent from 
God unto a city of Galilee, named 
Nazareth. 

To a virgin espoused to a man whose 
name was Joseph, of the house of David ; 
and the virgin's name was Mary. 

And the angel came in unto her, and 
said, Hail, thou that art highly favoured, 
the Lord is with thee : blessed art thou 
among women. 

And when she saw him, she was 
troubled at his saying, and cast in her 
mind what manner of salutation this 
should be. 

And the angel said unto her, Fear not, 
Mary; for thou hast found favour with 
God. 

And, behold, thou shalt conceive in thy 
womb, and bring forth a son, and shalt 
call his name JESUS. 

He shall be great, and shall be called 
the Son of the Highest; and the Lord 
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God shall give unto him the throne of his 
father David : 

And he shall reign over the house of 
Jacob forever; and of his kingdom there 
shall be no end. 

Then said Mary unto the angel, How 
shall this be, seeing I know not a man ? 

And the angel answered and said unto 
her, The Holy Ghost shall come upon 
thee and the power of the Highest shall 
overshadow thee: therefore also that 
holy thing which shall be born of thee 
shall be called the Son of God. 

And Mary said, Behold the handmaid 
of the Lord : be it unto me according to 
thy word. And the angel departed from 
her. Luke 1:26-38. 



THE MAGNIFICAT 

AND Mary said : 
My soul doth magnify the Lord, 

And my spirit hath rejoiced in God my 
Saviour. 

For he hath regarded the low estate of 
his handmaiden, for behold, from hence- 
forth all generations shall call me blessed. 

For he that is mighty hath done to me 
great things ; and holy is his name. 

And his mercy is on them that fear 
him, from generation to generation. 

He hath showed strength with his arm : 
he hath scattered the proud in the imag- 
ination of their hearts. 

He hath put down the mighty from 
their seats, and exalted them of low de- 
gree. 

He hath filled the hungry with good 
things and the rich he hath sent empty 
away. 
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He hath holpen his servant Israel in 
remembrance of his mercy ; 

As he spake to our fathers, to Abra- 
ham, and to his seed forever. 

Luke i : 46-55. 



MADONNA 

THE child is the future, incarnate, 
A spirit unfallen and free. 
The spotless forerunner of manhood, 

The type of a race that shall be. 
O white is the soul new-created. 

By the prayer of a mortal beguiled, 
And the holiest thing under heaven 
Is the innocent heart of a child. 

And yet to no eye save the mother's 

Life's difficult secret is plain ; 
She has sounded the deeps of creation. 

She has passed through the furnace of 
pain; 
Her soul is the soul of a virgin, 

By the passions of earth undefiled. 
And the angels in heaven do homage 

To the mother adoring her child! 

Elaine Goooale Eastman. 



MOTHER'S SONG 

MY heart is like a fountain true 
That flows and flows with love 
to you. 
As chirps the lark unto the tree, 
So chirps my pretty babe to me. 
AndifsO! sweet, sweet! and a lullaby. 

There's not a rose where'er I seek 
As comely as my baby's cheek. 
There's not a comb of honey-bee 
So full of sweets as babe to me. 
And it's O! sweet, sweet! and a lullaby. 

There's not a star that shines on high 
Is brighter than my baby's eye. 
There's not a boat upon the sea 
Can dance as baby does to me. 
And if s O ! sweet, sweet ! and a lullaby. 

No silk was ever spun so fine 
As is the hair of baby mine — 
My baby smells more sweet to me 
Than smells in spring the elder tree. 
And it's O ! sweet, sweet ! and a lullaby. 

8 
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A little fish swims in the well. 

So in my heart does baby dwell. 

A little flower blows on the tree, 

My baby is the flower to me. 

And it's O ! sweet, sweet ! and a lullaby. 

The Queen has a sceptre, crown and 

ball, 
You are my sceptre, crown and all. 
For all her robes of royal silk, 
More fair ypur skin, as white as milk. 
AndifsO! sweet, sweet! and a lullaby. 

Ten thousand parks where deer run, 
Ten thousand roses in the sun, 
Ten thousand pearls beneath the sea, 
My baby more precious is to me. 
And it's O ! sweet, sweet ! and a lullaby. 
English Lullaby. 
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THE UNBORN 

' HOU art my very own, 
A part of me ; 
Bone of my bone 

And flesh of my flesh. 
And thou shalt be 

Heart of my heart 
And brain of my brain 
In years that are to come to me and thee. 

Before thou wast a being made 
Of spirit as of flesh, 
Thou didst sleep beneath the beats 
Of my tumultuous heart, and drink 
With little aimless lips 
And blind, unseeing eyes, 
From every bursting vein 
Replete with life's abundant flood. 

Ay ! even of my very breath 

And from my blood 

Thou didst imbibe the fresh 

And glorious air that holds the sweets 

Of nature's sure and slow eclipse, 

10 
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That ceaseless round of life and death, 
Which are the close entwined braid 
Of all the season's subtle mesh 
And endless chain. 

In a soft silken chamber set apart, 
Here just beneath my happy heart, 
Thou didst lie at dreamy ease 
While all my being paid 
Its tribute unto thee. 
What happy hours for thee and me 1 
As when a bird 
Broods on its downy nest, 
So would I sit 
And watch the flit 
Of idle shadows to and fro, 
And brood upon my treasure hid 
Within my willing flesh. 
And when there stirred 
A little limb — a tiny hand ! — 
What thrills of ecstasy 
Shook all my being to its inmost citadel ! 
Ah ! none but she who has borne 
A child beneath her breast may know 
What wondrous thrill and subtle spell 
Comes from this wondrous woven band 
That binds a mother to her unborn child 
Within her womb. 
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As in the earth, 
That fragrant tomb 
Of all that lives, or man or beast. 
Soft blossoms bud and bloom and swell. 
So didst thou from my body gain 
Sweet sustenance and royal feast. 
Then through the gates of priceless pain 
Thou comest to me — fair — so fair 
And so complete. 
From rose- tipped feet 

To silken hair I 

And then beneath each pearly lid 
There glowed a jewel — passing rare! 
It moves — and breathes. It slakes its 

thirst 
At my all-abundant breast! 
Oh, moment born of life — of love! 
Oh, rapture of all earth's high, high 
above ! 

Three lives in one, 
By loving won. 
My own — and thine — 
Oh, bond divine! 
Our little chiW ! Our little child 1 

Julia Neely Finch. 
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MOTHERHOOD 

MOTHERHOOD civilized. There 
stands at last 
Facing the heavens with as calm a smile, 
The highest fruit of the long work of 

God; 
The highest type of this, the highest 

race; 
She from whose groping instinct grew 

all love — 
All love — in which is all the life of man. 
Motherhood , seeing with her clear kind 

eyes, 
Luminous, tender eyes, wherein the smile 
Is like the smile of sunlight on the sea 
That the new children of the newer day 
Need more than any single heart can 

give, 
More than is known to any single mind. 
More than is found in any single house. 
And need it from the day they see the 

light. 
Then measuring her love by what they 

need 
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Gives from the heart of modern mother- 
hood, 

Gives first, as tree to bear God's highest 
fruit, 

A clear, strong body, perfect and full 
grown 

Fair for the purpose of its womanhood, 

Not for light fancy of a lower mind ; 

Gives a clear mind, athletic, beautiful. 

Dispassionate, unswerving from the 
truth. 

Gives a great heart that throbs with hu- 
man love 

As she would wish her son to love the 
world. 

Then when the child comes lovely as a 
star, 

She in the grace of primal motherhood 

Nurses her baby with unceasing joy. 

With milk of human kindness, human 
health. 

Bright human beauty, and immortal love. 

And then ? Ah ! here is the New Moth- 
hood 

The motherhood of the fair new-made 
world — 

O glorious New Mother of New Men ! 

14 
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Her child, with other children from its 

birth 
In the unstinted freedom of warm air, 
Under the wisest eyes, the tenderest 

thought 
Surrounded by all beauty, and all peace. 
Led, playing through the garden of the 

world 
With the crowned heads of science and 

great love. 
Mapping safe paths for those small rosy 

feet- 
Taught human love by feeling human 

love, 
Taught justice by the laws that rule his 

days. 
Taught wisdom by the way in which he 

lives, 
Taught to love all mankind, and serve 

them fair 
By seeing from his birth all children 

served 
With the same righteous, all-embracing 

care. 

O Mother, Noble Mother yet to come ! 
How shall thy child point to the bright 
career 

15 
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Of her of whom he boasts to be the son — 
Not for assiduous service spent on him, 
But for the wisdom which has set him 

forth 
A clear-brained, pure-souled, noble 

hearted man, 
With health, and strength and beauty his 

by birth ; 
And, more for the wide record of her 

life, 
Great work well done that makes him 

praise her name 
And long to make as great a one his 

own ! 
And how shall all the children of the 

world. 
Feeling all Mothers love them, loving all, 
Rise up and call her blessed ! 
This shall be. 
Charlotte Perkins Oilman. 
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FATHER-LOVE 

O EARTH is full of lovely things 
Which our dear Father-God has 
made, 
Of buds and blooms and gleaming wings, 
And bursts of light and depths of 
shade. 
O, thick across the purple skies 

The wondi-ous flashing stars are strewn, 
And bright with cherub-children's eyes 
The glowing world is overgrown. 

But never, in the woods at noon, 

Or underneath the stars at night. 
Or in the low sweet vales of June, 

Or on the mountain's upper hight — 
O, never thrilled my blood so much. 

And never leaped my heart so wild. 
As when 1 bowed my head to touch 

The sweet lips of my first-born child. 

Ah ! and I know that evermore 
I have held higher talk with heaven, 

17 
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In deeper whispers than before, 
That large new blessedness was given. 

I could not part her precious hair, 
Nor look upon her sacred eyes, 

And not within my full soul swear 
To mark her steps in Paradise. 

1 hear her low voice in the hall. 

Her liquid laugh among the flowers ; 
And pulse leaps unto pulse, and all 

My life goes seeking her for hours. 
And when she rises to my knee 

And lightly nestles toward my cheek 
With love that clings so utterly, 

I clasp her, but I cannot speak. 

O, mid the tumult of the town. 

The care, the canker and the doubt. 
And when the flaming sun goes down, 

And when the holy stars are out ; 
In the great stillness of the night. 

And in the front of garish day, 
She wraps me like a robe of light, 

And turns to spirit all my clay. 

God bless my child ! I never knew 
Life's vastness until she was born. 

God bless my child ! and keep her true 
Through all her deeper-widening morn. 

i8 
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O, reach thy hand out through the years 
And hold her near thee undefiled ; 

And give her oil of joy for tears, 
And Father, Father, bless my child ! 
Richard Realf. 



'9 



THE FATHER'S HYMN FOR THE 
MOTHER TO SING 

MY child is lying on my knees ; 
The signs of heaven she reads. 
My face is all the heaven she sees, 
Is all the heaven she needs. 

And she is well, yea, bathed in bliss 

If heaven is in my face — 
Behind it all is tenderness 

And truthfulness, and grace. 

I mean her well so earnestly 
Unchanged in changing mood, 

My life would go without a sigh. 
To bring her something good. 

I also am a child, and I 

Am ignorant and weak; 
I gaze upon the starry sky, 

And then I must not speak 

20 
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For all behind the starry sky, 

Behind the world so broad, 
Behind men's hearts and souls doth lie 

The Infinite of God. 

If true to her, though troubled sore, 

1 cannot choose but be ; 
Thou who art peace forevermore. 

Art very true to me. 

If I am low and sinful, bring 
More love where need is rife ; 

Thou knowest what an awful thing 
It is to be a life. 

Hast thou not wisdom to enwrap 

My waywardness about, 
In doubting safety on the lap 

Of Love that knows no doubt. 

Lo ! Lord, I sit in thy wide space, 

My child upon my knee. 
She looketh up into my face. 

And I look up to thee. 

George MacDonald. 
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CRADLE SONG 

AWAY in a manger, 
No crib for a bed, 
The little Lord Jesus 

Lay down His sweet head. 
The stars in the bright sky 

Looked down where He lay. 
The little Lord Jesus, 
Asleep on the hay. 

The cattle are lowing, 

The baby awakes : 
But little Lord Jesus, 

No crying He makes, 
I love Thee, Lord Jesus, 

Look down from the sky. 
And stay by my cradle 

Till morning is nigh. 

Be near me, Lord Jesus, 

I ask Thee to stay 
Close by me forever 

And love me, I pray. 

22 
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Bless all the dear children, 

In Thy tender care, 
And fit us for Heaven, 

To dwell with Thee there. 
Martin Luther. 
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BIRTH 

JUST when each bud was big with 
bloom, 

And as prophetic of perfume, 
When spring, with her bright horo- 
scope, 
Was sweet as an unuttered hope; 

Just when the last star flickered out 
And twilight, like a soul in doubt, 

Hovered between the dark and dawn , 
And day lay waiting to be born ; 

Just when the gray and dewy air 
Grew sacred as an unvoiced prayer, 

And somewhere through the dusk she 
heard 
The stirring of a nested bird — 

Four angels glorified the place : 
Wan Pain unveiled her awful face; 

Joy, soaring sang; Love brooding, smiled; 
Peace laid upon her breast a child. 
Annie R. Stillman. 
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THE NEW EXPERIENCE 

IT is good for you if God brings you 
to the borders of some promised land. 
Do not hesitate at any experience because 
of its novelty. Do not draw back from 
any way because you have never passed 
there before. The truth, the task, the 
joy, the suffering on whose border you 
are standing to-day, go into it without a 
fear, only go into it with God, the God 
who has always been with you. Let the 
past give up to you all the assurance of 
Him which it contains. Set that assur- 
ance of Him always before you. Follow 
that, and the new life to which it leads 
you shall open its best richness to you. 
Phillips Brooks. 
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MOTHERHOOD 

1H0LD within my arms to-day 
A priceless bit of mortal clay. 
Divinely fashioned, and so fair, 
The angels well may kinship share. 

My soul with gratitude is filled, 
My heart with mother love is thrilled, 
My eyes brim o'er with new-born joy, 
While gazing on my cherub boy. 

O precious one, through tears I see 
A mighty task awaiting me. 
My happy sky grows overcast, 
Life's duties loom so grand, so vast. 

To shield from wrong, to right incline. 
This little life now linked to mine — 
Divine the gift. Oh, may the mould 
A heart of truth and honor hold! 

Help me, kind Heaven, to knowthe way 
From out the tangle of each day, 
To guide him safe to manhood's prime, 
And all the glory shall be thine. 

M. E. Piatt. 
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FATHERHOOD 

MY baby boy, I sing of thee 
Because thou art like song to 
me. 
Thy joys and fears, thy smiles and 

tears, 
Are rhythmic in their rising. 
Thy pantomimes, like tropes and 

rhymes, 
Are full of sweet surprising. 
A little lyric bit thou art; 
A drama quickens in thy heart. 

Concealed forsooth ; 
But through thy deep soul-magic • 

I see the truth, — 
Thy comedies are tragic. 

Thou atom of the ages. 
Thou force among the forces. 
Out from the Source of sources, 

Thou puzzler of the sages. 
Back comes to me thy mimicry ; 
This heart of mine beats on in thine. 
One life Divine — 

Thy destiny in me. 

Patterson DuBois. 



27 



BABY 

WHERE did you come from, Baby 
dear? 
Out of the everywhere into the here. 

Where did you get those eyes so blue ? 
Out of the sky as I came through. 

What makes the light in them sparkle 

and spin ? 
Some of the starry spikes left in. 

Where did you get that little tear ? 
I found it waiting when I got here. 

What makes your forehead so smooth 

and high ? 
A soft hand stroked it as I went by. 

What makes your cheek like a warm 

white rose ? 
I saw something better than anyone 

knows. 

28 
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Whence that three-cornered smile of 

bhss ? 
Three angels gave me at once a kiss. 

Where did you get this pearly ear ? 
God spoke, and it came out to hear. 

Where did you get those arms and hands ? 
Love made itself into bonds and bands. 

Feet, whence did you come, you darling 

things ? 
From the same box as the cherubs' wings. 

How did they all just come to be you ? 
God thought about me and so 1 grew. 

But how did you come to us, you dear? 
God thought about you and so I am here. 
George MacDonald. 
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THE NEW-BORN KING 

MY baby lies within my arms, and, 
rocking to and fro, 
My thoughts are dwelling on that time 

when, long and long ago, 
A mother opened wide her arms, and to 

her tender breast. 
With mother-love and reverence, laid her 

Holy Babe to rest. 
Oh! even now I feel the thrill which 

coursed through every vein 
Of that sweet mother's heart, whose Son 

o*er heaven and earth would reign. 
1 know just how she bent to lay her 

cheek against His own. 
And how she sang her lullabies in loving, 

reverent tone. 
And how the Baby eyes met hers and 

lingered on her smiles, 
E*en as she kissed and loved her Babe 

and blessed her Christ the while. 
The royal little head was crowned with 

heaven's hallowed light, 
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The feeble little Baby hands were vested 

with the right 
To guide, to bless, to heal and lead as 

older they should grow ; 
And Heaven's Majesty was o'er that Babe 

of long ago. 
But yet He was a helpless child, and 

needed mother's care — 
Really a Baby to be loved, like my own 

baby fair. 
And, oh 1 that thought to every mother's 

heart must be so dear! 
And bring the gracious Saviour's blessed 

love forever near! 
And as I sit this Christmas Day and rock 

my babe to rest, 
And feel the helpless weight of his dear 

head upon my breast, 
1 breathe a prayer of thankfulness that 

the great King above 
Knows, blesses, guards and sacred makes 

the power of mother-love. 

Mary D. Brine. 
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ONLY 

SOMETHING to live for came to the 
place, 
Something to die for maybe, 

Something to give even sorrow a grace, 
And yet it was only a baby ! 

Cooing, and laughter, and gurgles, and 
cries. 
Dimples for tenderest kisses, 
Chaos of hopes, and of raptures, and 
sighs, 
Chaos of fears, and of blisses. 

Last year, like all years, the rose and the 
thorn; 
This year a wilderness maybe; 
But heaven stooped under the roof on the 
morn 
That it brought them only a baby ! 
Harriet Prescott Spofford. 
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MY LITTLE WHITE LAMB 

GREEN are the pastures of Sleepy 
Land- 
Fresh are its fields and fair, 
Wide are the ways to its wonder-fold, 
And my little lamb is there. 

Blue are the skies of Sleepy Land — 
Clear are the brooks and bright ; 

With a Shepherd Dream to the Slumber 
Gate 
Went my little lamb last night. 

O tall Dream Shepherd, I pray you hear, 
Fair though your pastures be, 

Let down the bars and bring once more 
My little white lamb to me. 

Grace Duffield Goodwin. 
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LADDIE 

MY laddie, oh, my laddie, I am wist- 
ful as I clasp 
Your dimpled hand within my own, and 

think how many men 
Gonefar from earth, and memory, beyond 

our mortal grasp. 
Are living, and are breathing, dear child 
in you again. 

The line of Flemish weavers, who were 

stout and tough as steel. 
The brave old Holland gentlemen, called 

** Beggars of the Sea," 
The coifed and wimpled Puritans, sweet 

maids and matrons leal. 
Who poured their weakness, and their 

strength in the blood of you and me. 

My laddie of the golden hair, these stand 

at God's right hand. 
His saints who went through flood and 

flame, the yeoman of our line; 

34 



SONGS OF MOTHERHOOD 

And there are seraphs singing in the 

glorious better land, 
Whose heart-beats kept, while here on 

earth the pace of yours and mine. 

Kneel, little laddie at my side, there's no 

defence like this, 
An evening prayer in childish trust, and 

let him scoff who may — 
A daily prayer to God above, a gentle 

mother's kiss 
Will keep my little laddie safe, however 

long the day. 

Margaret E. Sangster. 
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BEING A MOTHER 
[From "Aurora Leigh."] 

1 THOUGHT a child was given to 
sanctify 
A woman, — set her in the sight of all 
The clear-eyed heavens, a chosen min- 
ister 
To do their business, and lead spirits up 
The difficult blue heights. A woman 

lives 
Not bettered, quickened toward the truth 

and good 
Through being a mother ? . . . then 
she's none. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 
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TUCKING THE BABY IN 

THE dark-fringed eyelids slowly close 
On eyes serene, and deep; 
Upon my breast my own sweet child 
Has gently dropped to sleep, 
I kiss his soft and dimpled cheek, 
I kiss his rounded chin. 
Then lay him on his little bed. 
And tuck my baby in. 

How fair and innocent he lies; 

Like some small angel strayed, 

His face still warmed by God's own smile 

That slumbers unafraid ; 

Or like some new embodied soul, 

Still pure from taint of sin — 
My thoughts are reverent as I stoop 

To tuck my baby in. 

What toil must stain these tiny hands 
That now lie still and white? 
What shadows creep across the face 
That shines with morning light? 
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These wee pink shoeless feet — how far 
Shall go their lengthening tread. 
When they no longer cuddled close 
May rest upon this bed ? 

O what am I that I should train 
An angel for the skies; 
Or mix the potent draught that feeds 
The soul within these eyes ? 

1 reach him up to the sinless Hands 

Before his cares begin, — 
Great Father with Thy folds of love, 

O tuck my baby in. 

Curtis May. 
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MOTHER'S GARDEN 

AFRESH little bud in my garden, 
With petals close folded from view, 
Brightly nods me a cheery ** Good morn- 

mg 
Through the drops of a fresh bath of dew. 

I must patiently wait its unfolding, 
Tho' I long its full beauty to see ; 
Leave soft breezes and warm, tender 

sunshine 
To perform the sweet office for me. 

I may shield my fair baby blossom ; 
With trellis its weakness uphold ; 
With nourishment wisely sustain it. 
And cherish its pure heart of gold. 

Then in good time, which is God's time. 
Developed by sunshine and shower, 
Some morning Til find in the garden 
Where my bud was, a beautiful flower. 
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EARTH'S GREATEST CHARMS 

GOD made the streams that gurgle 
down the purple mountain side ; 
He made the gorgeous coloring with 

which the sunset's dyed. 
He made the hills and covered them with 

glory; and He made 
The sparkle on the dewdrops and the 

flecks of light and shade. 
Then, knowing all earth needed was a 

climax for her charms, 
He made a little woman with a baby in 

her arms. 

He made the arching rainbow that is 

thrown across the sky ; 
He made the blessed flowers that nod 

and smile as we go by ; 
He made the gladsome beauty as she 

bows with queenly grace; 
But, sweetest of them all, He made the 

love-light in the face 
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That bends above a baby, warding off 

the world's alarms — 
That dainty little woman with her baby 

in her arms. 

A soft pink wrap, embellished with a 

vine in silken thread; 
A filmy snow-white cap upon a downy 

little head; 
A dress, 'twould make the winter drift 

look dusty by its side ; 
Two cheeks, with pure rose-petal tint, 

two blue eyes wonder- wide ; 
And, bending o'er, that mother face em- 

bued with heaven's own charms — 
God bless the little woman with her baby 

in her arms I 
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ONLY A BABY SMALL 

ONLY a baby small 
Dropped from the skies; 
Only a laughing face, 
Two sunny eyes. 

Only two cherry lips, 

One chubby nose ; 
Only two little hands 

Ten little toes. 

Only a golden head, 

Curly and soft; 
Only a tongue that wags 

Loudly and oft 

Only a little brain, 

Empty of thought; 
Only a little heart, 

Troubled with naught. 
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The Madonna of the Grove 

From the painting by Dagnan-Bouveret 
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Only a tender flower, 

Sent us to rear ; 
Only a life to love 

While we are here. 

Only a baby small, 

Never at rest ; 
Small, but how dear to us, 

God knoweth best. 

Matthias Barr. 
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MOTHER TO MOTHER 

MOTHER heart that broods 
Thy Blessed one, 
Behold, I pray, with look of love, 
My little son. 

There came no strangers from afar. 

No angels sang ; 
Yet unto me arose the star, 

And heaven rang. 

Around us still in want and sin 

Seest thou the folk 
For whom, to God and life to win. 

Thy Son awoke. 

Wherefore this child I consecrate 

To them and Thee ; 
Let him the Christ's work on him 
take. 
Redeemer be. 

Laura Winnington. 
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SHE WHO IS TO COME 

WOMAN — in so far as she behold- 
eth 

Her one Beloved's face ; 
A mother — with a great heart that en- 
foldeth 
The children of the Race. 

A body, free and strong, with that high 
beauty 
That comes of perfect use, is built 
thereof 
A mind where reason ruleth over duty, 
And justice reigns with Love. 

A self-poised, royal soul, brave, wise and 
tender, 
No longer blind and dumb ; 
A human Being, of an unknown splen- 
dour 
Is she who is to come. 

Charlotte Perkins Oilman. 
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THE KING'S DAUGHTER 

'* I pray the prayer of Plato old : 
God make thee beautiful within." 

THE king's daughter is all glorious 
within ; her clothing is of wrought 
gold. 

She shall be brought unto the king in 
raiment of needlework: the virgins her 
companions that follow her shall be 
brought unto thee. 

With gladness and rejoicing shall they 
be brought : they shall enter into the king's 
palace. 

Instead of thy fathers shall be thy chil- 
dren, whom thou mayest make princes 
in all the earth. 

I will make thy name to be remem- 
bered in all generations: therefore shall 
the people praise thee forever and ever. 

Psalm 45. 
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WHITE ROSE OF ALL THE WORLD 
[From *' Our Wee White Rose "] 

ALL in our marriage garden 
Grew smiling up to God 
A bonnier flower than ever 

Sucked the green warmth of the sod. 
Oh beautiful, unfathomable, 

Its little life unfurled ; 
And crown of all things was our wee 
White Rose of all the world. 

From out a balmy bosom 

Our bud of beauty grew. 
It fed on smiles for sunshine. 

On tears for daintier dew ; 
Aye, nestling warm and tenderly 

Our leaves of love were curled 
So close, and close about our wee 

White rose of all the world. 

With mystical faint fragrance 
Our house of life she filled, 
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Revealed each hour some fairy tower 

Where winged hopes might build I 
We saw — ^though none like us might 

see — 

Such precious promise pearled, 
Upon the petals of our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 

Gerald Massey. 
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THE COMING OF BABY BELL 
[From '* Baby Bell"] 

HAVE you not heard the poets tell 
How came the dainty Baby Bell 

Into this world of ours ? 
The gates of heaven were left ajar. 
With folded hands, and dreamy eyes, 

Wandering out of Paradise 
She saw this planet like a star 
Hung in the glistening depths of even — 
Its bridges running to and fro, 
O'er which white-winged angels go. 

Bearing the holy dead to heaven. 
She touched a bridge of flowers — ^those 

feet 
So light they did not bend the bells 
Of those celestial asphodels 
They fell like dew upon the flowers ; 
Then all the air grew strangely sweet ! 
And thus came dainty Baby Bell 

Into this world of ours. 

Thomas Bailey Aldrich. 
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THE HOUSEHOLD SOVEREIGN 
[From "The Hanging of the Crane."] 

SEATED I see the two again, 
But not alone, they entertain 
A little angel unaware, 
With face as round as is the moon. 
A royal guest with flaxen hair. 
Who, throned before his lofty chair. 
Drums on the table with his spoon, 
Then drops it careless on the floor, 
To grasp at things unseen before. 
Are these celestial manners ? These 
The ways that win, the arts that please ? 
Ah, yes; consider well the guest, 
And whatsoe'er he does seems best. 
He ruleth by the right divine 
Of helplessness, so lately born 
In purple chambers of the morn. 
As sovereign over thee and thine. 
He speaketh not, and yet there lies 
A conversation in his eyes ; 
The golden silence of the Greek, 
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The gravest wisdom of the wise, 
Not spoken in language, but in looks, 
More legible than printed books. 
As if he could but would not speak. 
And now, oh monarch absolute ! 
Thy power is put to proof; for lo ! 
Resistless, fathomless, and slow. 
The nurse comes rustling hke the sea, 
And pushes back thy chair, and thee, — 
And so good-night to King Canute. 
Henry W. Longfellow. 
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TO A NEW-BORN BABY 

RISE, Baby, rise! 
Life is incomplete. 
Heaven needs thine eyes, 

Earth thy dancing feet, 
Birds thy rapt attention, 

Moon thy mild dismay: 
All earth's sweet invention 

For thy use at play ; 
Startling red the berries 

For thy wild delight. 
Flowers full of fairies 

To shut them up at night. 
And perfect every blade of grass 
Where heaven-accustomed feet shall 
pass. 

Earth has run before thee. 

Honey-hedged her lanes, 
Sent up skylarks o'er thee. 

Feather- wet with rains: 
Hung with dew the shadows, 

Broidered all the rocks, 
Cowslipped all the meadows 

For thy nibbling flocks; 
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Voiced her exultation 
In summer-throated birds, 

Smiled a salutation 
Far too sweet for words, 

And laid before thy homesick eyes 

Her memories of Paradise. 

Come, Baby, come ! 

Come to wrong and pain, 
With thy quick tears, come, 

And wash earth clean again. 
Come with sweet young fancies 

We have lost so soon : 
Midnight fairy dances 

Whirled against the moon. 
Madrigals unsung, 

All spirit-footed sighs 
The dreaming trees among. 

Before thy dreaming eyes ; 
Strange presences along the green. 

And tinkling flutes of gods un- 
seen. 

Strange, thou dost not know 

What we daily pass ! 
Stars that come and go! 

Cobwebs in the grass ! 
Strange, that thou shalt find 

53 



SONGS OF MOTHERHOOD 

Dandelions new ! 
And of playful mind 

Man and nature too ! 
.Strange, to recreate 

Eden round thy knees ! 
God, unfeared playmate, 

Souls in all the trees ! 
Strange, that Truth for us is hidden. 
Yet daily walks with thee unbidden! 



Hail, Baby, hail! 

Life is worth the trying! 
Worth it if we fail, 

Worth it even dying 1 
I am here ; I know 

That no robin's song 
But is worth the woe 

Of a whole life long. 
Love is over-plenty 

For the famine stored, 
Joy enough for twenty 

Round each head is poured ; 
And long before thy need begin 
Goodness and truth are garnered in ! 
Alice Archer Sewall James. 
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BABY'S AGE 

SHE came with April bloom and 
showers; 
We count her little life by flowers. 
As buds the rose upon the cheek, 
We chose a flower for every week. 
A week of hyacinths, we say, 
And one of heart's-ease ushered May ; 
And then because two wishes met 
Upon the rose and violet — 
I liked the Beauty, Kate, the Nun — 
The violet and the r6se count one. 
A week the apple marked with white ; 
A week the lily scored in light; 
Red poppies closed May's happy moon, 
And tulips this blue week in June. 
Here end as yet the flowery links ; 
To-day begins the week of pinks ; 
But soon — so grave and deep and wise 
The meaning grows in Baby's eyes. 
So very deep for Baby's age — 
We think to date a week with sage. 
Henry Timrod. 
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SLUMBER SONG 

THOU, little child, with tender cling- 
ing arms. 
Drop thy sweet head, my darling, 
down and rest 
Upon my shoulder, rest with all thy 
charms; 
Be soothed and comforted, be loved 
and blessed. 

Against thy silken honey-colored hair 

I lean a loving cheek, a mute caress; 
Close, close I gather thee and kiss thy 
fair 
White eyelids, sleep so softly doth 
oppress. 

Dear little face that lies in calm content 
Within the gracious hollow that God 
made 
In every human shoulder, where He 
meant 
Some tired head for comfort should be 
laid. 
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More like a heavy, folded rose thou art 
In summer air reposing. Warm and 
still, 
Dream thy sweet dreams upon my quiet 
breast — 
1 watch thy slumber; naught shall do 
thee ill. 
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IF I HAD AN EAGLE'S WING 

IF I had an eagle's wing, 
How grand lo sail the skyl 
But I should drop to the earth 

If I heard my baby cry. 
My baby, my darling, 
The wings may go for me. 

If I were a splendid queen. 
With a crown to keep in place. 

Would it do for a little wet mouth 
To rub all over my face ? 

My baby, my darling. 

The crown may go for me. 
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The Holy Family 

From the painting by Murillo 
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THE LAST ARRIVAL 

THERE came to port last Sunday 
night 
The queerest little craft, 
Without an inch of rigging on ; 

I looked, and looked — and laughed! 
It seemed so curious that she 

Should cross the unknown water 

And moor herself within my room — 

My daughter 1 oh, my daughter 1 

Yet by these presents witness all, 

She's welcome fifty times. 
And comes consigned in hope and love 

And common-meter rhymes. 
She has no manifest but this; 

No flag floats o'er the water. 
She's rather new for our marine — 

My daughter! oh, my daughter I 

Ring out, wild bells, and tame ones, too ! 

Ring out the lover's moon 1 
Ring in the little worsted socks! 

Ring in the bib and spoon ! 
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Ring out the Muse I Ring in the nurse I 
Ring in the milk and water! 

Away with paper, pen and ink! 
My daughter! oh, my daughter! 
George W. Cable. 
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BABY MINE 

BABY mine, with the grave, grave face. 
Where did you get that royal calm, 
Too staid for joy, too still for grace ? 

I bend as I kiss your pink, soft palm. 
Are you the first of a noble race. 
Baby mine ? 

You come from the region of long ago, 
And gazing awhile where the seraphs 
dwell. 
Has given your face a glory and glow. 
Of that brighter land have you aught 
to tell? 
I seem to have known it. I more would 
know. 

Baby mine. 

Your calm blue eyes have a far-off reach ! 
Look at me now with those wondrous 
eyes. 
Why are we doomed to the gift of speech 
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While you are silent, and sweet and 
wise? 
You have much to learn. You have 
more to t6ach, 

Baby mine. 

Frederick Locker. 
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PATIENCE WITH THE LOVE 

THEY are such little feet, 
They have gone such a tiny way 
to meet 
The years which are required to break 
Their steps to evenness, and make 
Them go 
More sure, and slow. 

They are such little hands; 

Be kind. Things are so new and Life 

but stands 
A step beyond the doorway. All around 
New day has found 
Such tempting things to shine upon, 

and so 
The hands are tempted hands, you know. 

They are such new young lives : 

Surely their newness shrives 

Them well of many sins : they see so much 

That, being immortal, they would touch; 

If they would reach 

We must not chide, but teach. 
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They are such dear fond eyes 
That widen to surprise 
At every turn ; they are so often held 
To suns or showers — showers soon dis- 
pelled 
By looking in our face — 
Love asks for succor, much of grace 

They are such fair, frail gifts: 
Uncertain as the rifts 
Of light that lie along the sky — 
They may not be here by and by — ^ 
Give them not love, but more — above 
And harder— patience with the love. 
George Klingle. 
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BABY LOUISE 

I'M in love with you, Baby Louise, 
With your silken hair, and your soft 
blue eyes. 
And the dreamy wisdom that in them 
Hes. 
And the faint sweet smile you brought 
from the skies, — 
God's sunshine, Baby Louise. 

When you fold your hands, Baby Lou- 
ise, 
Your hands like a fairy so tiny and 
fair, 
With a pretty, innocent, saint-like air. 
Are you trying to think of some angel- 
taught prayer? 
You learned above. Baby Louise ? 

I'm in love with you. Baby Louise. 
Why ! you never raise your beautiful 

head ! 
Some day, little one, your cheek will 

grow red 
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With a flush of delight, to hear the 
word said, — 
"I love you," Baby Louise. 

Do you hear me, Baby Louise ? 
I have sung your praises for nearly an 
hour. 
And your lashes keep drooping lower 
and lower, 
And— youVe gone to sleep, like a weary 
flower. 
Ungrateful Baby Louise 1 

Margaret Eytinge. 
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SILENT BABY 

THE baby sits in her cradle 
Watching the world go round, 
Enrapt in a mystical silence, 

Amid all the tumult of sound. 
She must be akin to the flowers, 
For no one has heard 
A whispered word 
From this silent baby of ours. 

Wondering she looks at the children 

As they merrily laughing pass, 
And smiles o'er her face go rippling. 

Like sunshine over the grass, 
And into the heart of the flowers: 
But never a word 
Has yet been heard 
From this silent darling of ours. 

Has she a wonderful wisdom 
Of unspoken knowledge a store. 

Hid away from all curious eyes 
Like the mysterious lore 
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Of the bees and the birds and the 
flowers ? 
Is this why no word 
Has ever been heard 
From this silent baby of ours ? 

■ 
Ah ! Baby from out your blue eyes 
The angel of silence is smiling, — 
Though silvern hereafter your speech, 

Your silence is golden, beguiling. 
All hearts to this darling of ours, 
Who speaks not a word 
Of all she has heard, 
Like the birds, the bees, and the flow- 
ers. 
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THE MADONNA 

WE need not ask the painter's art 
To draw in tint and line 
The gentle one whose throbbing heart 
Hath love well nigh divine. 

Yet reverent art hath caught the glow 
That slumbers in thine eyes ; 

Thy gentle face we pilgrims know, 
At home 'neath alien skies. 

From many a frescoed gallery, 
From many a chapel's wall. 

It blesses those its smiles who see 
In hovel and in hall. 

Madonna in the wayside shrine. 

Or in the prison's gloom, 
Thy tender grace, thy brow benign 

Are sweet as spring-tide's bloom. 

The little one just come to earth. 
Finds earth a bit of heaven — 
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Love meets, and greets him at his birth 
Unmixed with sordid leaven. 

And thou, O tender one and good, 

Art near his guard to be 
Lifers tide of rapture at its flood 

O'erbrimming him and thee. 

Thy brooding gaze, thy cradling arms 

The fountain of thy breast, 
Thy song to soothe his vague alarms, 

Thy bosom for his nest. 

Madonna, in the peaceful hut, 

Madonna on the throne, 
All heaven within thine arms is shut 

When thou dost claim thine own. 

And loftier still thy beauty glows 
When some unmothered child, 

Some waif, and stray, some vagrant 
rose 
Thou snatchest from the wild. 

True sovereign of the human heart. 

Queen whom we first obey, 
Love dowers thee, and life, and art, 

Christmas and every day. 
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The Madonna and Child 

From the painting by Sichel 
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Or poor or rich, what matters it? 

The mother is our shrine ; 
Her face is ever angel-lit, 

Her smile a dream divine. 

Margaret E. Sangster. 
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TWO SONNETS 



I. Baby 



DIMPLED and flushed and dewy pink 
he lies, 
Crumpled and tossed and lapt in snowy 

bands, 
Aimlessly reaching with his tiny hands, 
Lifting in wondering gaze his great blue 

eyes, 
Sweet pouting lips, parted by breathing 

sighs; 
Soft cheeks, warm tinted as from tropic 

lands. 
Framed with brown hair in shining silken 

strands. 
All fair, all pure, a sunbeam from the 

skies ! 
O perfect innocence, O soul enshrined 
In blissful ignorance of good or ill 
By never gale of idle passion crossed ! 
Although thou art no alien from thy 

kind^ 
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Though pain and death may take thee 

captive still 
Through sin, at least thine Eden is not 

lost. 

II.— Mother 

Upon her snowy couch she drooping 

lies, 
A languor on her limbs that seems a 
grace, 
A sacred pallor on her lily face, 
A blessed light reflected in her eyes. 
She knows who drew her strength, and 
would not rise — 
Forgetting self, she rests a little 

space. 
Sees her warm life-blood mantle in his 
face. 
And strains her ear to catch his wailing 

cries. 
O wondrous mother-love, how strange, 
and deep 
With what vibrating thrill of tender- 
ness ! 
To give the glow, and lie a pallid 
flower! 
To give the light and smile, and wait to 
peep! 
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Sweet is thine infant's warm uncon- 
sciousness. 

But sweeter thy mysterious, sacred 
power! 

Elaine Goodale Eastman. 
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MOTHER TO CHILD 

HOW best can I serve thee, my child! 
my child I 
Flesh of my flesh, and dear heart of my 

heart! 
Once thou wast within me — I held thee, 

I felt thee; 
By the force of my loving and longing I 
led thee — 

Now we are apart ! 

I may blind thee with kisses, and crush 

with embracing. 
Thy warm mouth in my neck and our 

arms intertwining; 
But here in my body my soul lives alone, 
And thou answerest me from a house of 

thine own — 

That house which I builded ! 

Which we builded together, thy father 

and I; 
In which thou must live, O my darling, 

and die! 
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Not one stone can I alter, one atom allay — 
Not to save or defend thee, or help thee 
to stay — 

That gift is completed! 

How best can 1 serve thee ? O child, if 

they knew 
How my heart aches with loving! How 

deep and how true, 
How brave and enduring, how patient, 

how strong, 
How longing for good, and how fearful 

of wrong 

Is the love of thy mother! 

Could 1 crown thee with riches ; surround, 

overflow thee 
With fame and with power till the whole 

world should know thee; 
With wisdom and genius to hold the 

world still, 
To bring laughter and tears, joy and pain 

at thy will — 
Still, tbou mightst not be happy. 

Such have lived and in sorrow. The 

greater the mind. 
The wider and deeper the grief it can 

find; 
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The richer, the gladder, the more thou 

canst feel 
The keen stings that a lifetime is sure to 

reveal 
O my child ! must thou suffer ? 

Is there no way my life can save thine 

from a pain ? 
Is the love of a mother no possible gain ? 
No labor of Hercules — search for the 

Grail- 
No way for this wonderful love to avail ? 
God in Heaven ! O teach me ! 

My prayer has been answered. The pain 

thou must bear 
Is the pain of the world's life which thy 

life must share. 
Thou art one with the world — though I 

love thee the best; 
And to save thee from pain I must save 

all the rest. 
Well, with God's help Til do itl 

Thou art one with the rest; I must love 

thee in them. 
Thou wilt sin with the rest, and thy 

mother must stem 
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The world's sin. Thou wilt weep, and 

thy mother must dry 
The tears of the world, lest her darling 

should cry. 
1 will do it — God helping! 

And I stand not alone. I will gather a 

band 
Of all loving mothers from land unto land. 
Our children are part of the world ! do 

ye hear ? 
They are one with the world, we must 

hold them all dear. 
Love all for the child's sake ! 

For the sake of my child 1 must hasten 

to save 
All the children on earth from the jail 

and the grave. 
For so, and so only, 1 lighten the share 
Of the pain of the world that my darling 
must bear — 
Even so, and so only ! 

Charlotte Perkins Oilman. 
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PHILIP, MY KING 

LOOK at me with thy large brown 
eyes, 

Philip, my King! 
For 'round theQ the purple shadow lies 
Of babyhood's regal dignities. 
Lay on my neck thy tiny hand, 

With love's invisible sceptre laden ; 
I am thine Esther, to command 
Till thou shalt find thy queen — hand- 
maiden, 

Philip, my King! 

Oh, the day when thou goest a-wooing, 

Philip, my King! 
When those beautiful lips are suing. 
And some gentle heart's bars undoing, 
Thou dost enter, love-crowned, and there 

Sittest all glorified ! Rule kindly, 
Tenderly, over thy kingdom fair. 
For we that love, ah! we love so 
blindly, 

Philip, my King! 
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I gaze from thy sweet mouth up to thy 
brow, 

Philip, my King! 
Ay, there lies the spirit, all sleeping now, 
That may rise like a giant and make men 

bow 
As to one God — throned amidst his peers. 
My Saul, than thy brethren higher and 
fairer 
Let me behold thee in coming years. 
Yet thy head needeth a circlet rarer, 
Philip, my King! 

A wreath not of gold but palm. One day, 

Philip, my King! 
Thou too must tread, as we tread, a way 
Thorny and bitter, and cold and gray. 
Rebels within thee, and foes without. 
Will snatch at thy crown. But go on, 
glorious 
Martyr yet monarch, till angels shout, 
As thou sittest at the feet of God vic- 
torious, 

"Philip, the King!" 

Dinah Maria Mulock Craik. 
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THE WONDER CHILD 

"i^UR little babe," each said, ''shall 

\J be 
Like unto thee ! " " Like unto thee ! " 
* ' Her mother's " — * * nay, his father's 

eyes," 
"Dear curls like thine " — but each replies, 
"As thine, all thine, and naught of me." 
What sweet solemnity to see 
The little life upon thy knee, 
And whisper as so soft it lies — 
" Our little babe!" 
For whether it be he or she, 
A David or a Dorothy, 
"As mother fair," or "father wise," 
Both when it's good and when it cries. 
One thing is certain — it will be 
Our little babe. 

Richard Le Galuenne. 
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THE BABIE 

NAE shoon to hide her tiny taes, 
Nae stockin' on her feet; 
Her supple ankles white as snaw 
Or early blossoms sweet. 

Her simple dress o' sprinkled pink, 
Her double dimpled chin, 

Her puckered lips an' baumy mou* 
With nae ane tooth within. 

Her een sae like her mither's een 
Twa gentle liquid things ; 

Her face is like an angeFs face 
We're glad she has nae wings. 

J. E. Rankin. 
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THE MOTHER 

MY sons, O Lord ! If Thou who 
gave 
Shalt bid me be bereft, 

Who knew a mother's heart O Thou 
Save them from sin, and place them 
now 
Upon Thy right and left ! " 

Up time's rough steep with feeble 
tread 

The mother toileth yet; 
How many days? How many years? 
Who counts the rosary of tears 

Knows where her feet are set. 

Not for herself sweet Heaven she prays, 
God knows that on the day of days 
The prayer most self forgetting, white. 
The soul most radiant in His sight, 
Will wear a mother's crown ! 
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Not for herself— up Time's rough steep 

The mother toileth yet : 
O wakeful nights and watchful years ! 
Who counts the rosary of tears 

Knows where her feet are set. 
Virginia Woodward Cloud. 
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A BABY SONG 



COME, white angels to baby and me; 
Touch his blue eyes with the image 



of sleep, 

In his surprise he will cease to weep ; 
Hush, child, the angels are coming to 
thee. 

Come, white doves to baby and me ; 
Softly whirr in the silent air, 
Flutter about his golden hair; 
Hush, child, the doves are cooing to 
thee. 

Come, white lilies, to baby and me, 
Drowsily nod before his eyes 
So full of wonder, so round, and wise; 
Hist, child, the lily bells tinkle for thee. 

Come, white moon, to baby and me ; 
Gently glide o'er the ocean of sleep, 
Silver the waves of the shadowy deep ; 
Sleep, child, and the whitest of dreams 
come to thee. 

Elizabeth Stoddard. 
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BABY'S FEET 

ONLY two baby feet, so pink and 
fair, 

So small I hold them both within my 
hands, 

And bending low I kiss them tenderly 

With thoughts which none but mothers 
understand. 

I note each line of dainty baby grace, 

Which those dear feet unconsciously pos- 
sess. 

Dear dimpled feet, how long or short a 
way 

You have to journey, who can tell or 
guess ? 

Dear little feet that lie yet all unstained 
By contact with a world by sin defiled — 
My mother-heart prays God most fer- 
vently 
That He will guide those restless feet, my 
child, 
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And bending o'er thy peaceful couch, I 

ask 
Unanswered questions of the future days; 
I long to know if these dear feet will 

tread 
Upward or down, through rough or 

pleasant ways. 

I cannot tell; it is not mine to know 
What God in wisdom for my child hath 

planned. 
And it is best, dear one, that it is so ; 
For human reason might not understand. 
But He who guides the timid sparrow's 

flight 
When it has fluttered from its sheltered 

home, 
Will not forget my child by day or night 
Where'er or far those baby feet may 

roam. 

Mary Felton 
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THE ROAD TO SLUMBER-LAND 

WHAT is the road to slumber-rand 
and when does the baby go ? 
The road lies straight through mother's 
arms when the sun is sinking low. 

He goes by the drowsy land of nod to 

the music of lullaby, 
When all wee lambs are safe in the fold, 

under the evening sky. 

A soft little nightgown clean and white ; 

a face washed sweet and fair; 
A mother brushing the tangles out of the 

silken, golden hair. 

Two little tired, satiny feet, from the shoe 

and stocking free ; 
Two little palms together clasped at the 

mother's patient knee. 

Some baby words that are drowsily lisped 
to the tender Shepherd's ear; 

And a kiss that only a mother can place 
on the brow of her baby dear. 
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' A little round head which nestles at last 
close to the mother's breast, 

And then the lullaby soft and low, sing- 
ing the song of rest. 

And close and closer the blue-vein'd lids 

are hiding the baby eyes, 
As over the road to slumber-land the 

dear little traveler hies. 

For this is the way, through mother's 

arms, all little babies go 
To the beautiful city of slumber-land 

when the sun is sinking low. 

Mary D. Brine. 
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MOTHER AND BABE 

I. The Mother 

GOD thought to give the sweetest 
thing 
In His almighty power 
To earth ; and deeply pondering 
What it should be, — one hour 
In fondest joy and love of heart 
Outweighing every other, 
He moved the gates of Heaven apart 
And gave to earth — a mother ! 

G. Newell Lovejoy. 

II. Since Baby Came 

Since baby came, 
The birds all sing a brighter, merrier lay ; 
The weary darksome shades have fled 

away; 
And night has blossomed into perfect 
day, 
Since baby came. 
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III. Sometime 

Last night, my darling, as you slept, 

I thought I heard you sigh. 
And to your little crib I crept, 

And watched a space thereby. 
Then bending down I kissed your brow, 

For oh ! 1 love you so. 
You are too young to know it now. 

But sometime you shall know. 

Eugene Field. 

IV. The Miracle 

Close-hung with silence was the dark- 
ened room; 

Through starlit distances there came 
to earth 

A thread from off God's never-ceasing 
loom ; 

And mortals knew — the miracle of 
birth. 

V. The Message of Love 

Only a blue-eyed infant rosy, and 
flushed and wee; 

Only a tiny morsel of struggling hu- 
manity ; 
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Only a dimpled darling sent from the 

skies above; 
Only a mother's treasure, the message 

of happy love. 

VI. A Partnership With God 

A partnership with God is mother- 
hood; 

What strength, what purity, what self- 
control, 

What love, what wisdom should belong 
to her 

Who helps God fashion an immortal 
soul. 

VII. Madonnas In Every Home 

Madonnas hallow every home ; 

O'er every roof where babies are 

Shines high and pure a guiding star; 

And mother hearts do always hear 

Diviner music ringing clear. 

And peace and love, good will on earth, 

Are born with every baby's birth. 
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Mother and Child 
From the painting by Ferruzzi 
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THE POPPY LAND EXPRESS 

THE first train leaves at 6 p. m. 
For the land where the poppy 
grows, 
And mother dear is the engineer, 
And the passenger laughs and crows. 

The palace car is the mother's arms; 

The whistle, a low sweet strain " 
The passenger winks, and nods, and 
blinks. 

And goes to sleep in the train. 

At eight p. M. the next train starts 

For the poppy land afar 
The summons clear falls on the ear : 

"All aboard for the sleeping car!" 

But what is the fare to poppy land ? 

I hope it is not too dear. 
The fare is this — a hug and a kiss — 

And it's paid to the engineer. 
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So I ask of Him who the children took 
on His knee in kindness great : 

''Take charge, I pray of the trains each 
day 
That leave at six and eight. 

Keep watch of the passengers (thus I 
pray), 
For to me they are very dear, 
And special ward, O gracious Lord, 
O'er the gentle engineer!" 

Edgar Wade Abbott. 
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LITTLE MEN AND WOMEN 

WHEN the sun has left the hill-top 
And the daisy fringe is furled, 
When the birds from wood and meadow 

In their hidden nests are curled, 
Then I think of all the babies 
That are sleeping in the world. 

There are babies in the highlands 

And babies in the low, 
There are pale ones wrapped in furry 
skins 

On the margin of the snow, 
And brown ones naked in the isles 

Where all the spices grow. 

And some are in the palace 
On a white and downy bed, 

And some are in the garret 
With a clout beneath their head. 

And some are on the cold hard earth, 
Whose mothers have no bread. 
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O, little men and women, 
Dear flowers yet unblown — 

O, little kings and beggars 
Of the pageant yet unshown 

Sleep soft and dream pale dreams now, 
To-morrow is your own. 

L. Alma Tadema. 
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LIKE A CRADLE ROCKING 

LIKE a cradle rocking, rocking, 
Silent, peaceful, to and fro ; 
Like a mother's sweet looks dropping 

On the little face below, 
Hangs the green earth, swinging, turning, 

Jarless, noiseless, safe and slow ; 

Falls the light of God's face bending 

Down, and watching us below. 

And as feeble babes that suffer, 

Toss, and cry and will not rest, 
Are the ones the tender mother 

Holds the closest, loves the best. 
So when we are weak and wretched, 

By our sins weighed down, distressed. 
Then it is that God's great patience 

Holds us closest, loves us best. 

O great heart of God ! whose loving 
Cannot hindered be nor crossed ; 

Will not weary, will not even 
In our death itself be lost— 
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Love divine ! of such great loving 
Only mothers know the cost — 

Cost of love, which all love passing, 
Gave a Son to save the lost. 

Saxe Holm. 
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FATHER AND CHILD 

BENEATH the deep and solemn mid- 
night sky 
At this last verge and boundary of time, 
I stand, and listen to the starry chime 
That sounds to the inward ear, and will 

not die. 
Now do the thoughts that daily hidden 
lie 
Arise and live in a celestial clime, 
Unutterable thoughts most high, sub- 
lime. 
Crossed by one dread that frights mortal- 
ity, 
Thus, as I muse, I hear my little child 
Sob in its sleep within the cottage near, 
My own dear child ! Gone is that 
mortal doubt! 
The Power that drew our lives forth 
from the wild 
Our Father is; we shall to him be 

dear, 
Nor from his universe be blotted out. 
Richard Watson Gilder. 
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A LESSON FROM THE CHILD 

MY little son, who looked from 
thoughtful eyes, 

And moved and spoke in quiet grown- 
up wise, 

Having my law the seventh time diso- 
beyed, 

I punished him, and so dismissed 

With hard words, and unkissed, — 

His mother, who was patient, being 
dead. 

Then fearing lest his grief should hinder 
sleep, 

I visited his bed, 

But found him slumbering deep. 

With darkened eyelids, and their lashes 
yet 

From his late sobbing wet. 

And I, with moan, 

Kissing away his tears, left others of my 
own; 

For, on a table drawn beside his head. 

He had put, within his reach, 
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A box of counters and a red-veined 

stone, 
A piece of glass abraded by the beach, 
And six or seven shells, 
A bottle with bluebells, 
And two French copper coins, ranged 

there with careful art, 
To comfort his sad heart. 

Coventry Patmore. 
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''ABBA, FATHER" 

ABBA, in thine eternal years 
Bethink thee of our fleeting day; 
We are but clay; 
Bear with our foolish joys, our foolish 
tears, 
And all the willfulness with which we 
pray! 

I have a little maid who, when she leaves 
Her father and her father's threshold, 

grieves. 
But being gone, and life all holiday. 
Forgets my love and me straightway ; 
Yet, when I write, 

Kisses my letters, dancing with delight. 
Cries, ** Dearest Father!" and in all her 

glee 
For one brief live-long hour remembers 

me. 
Shall I in anger punish or reprove ? 
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Nay, this is natural; she cannot guess 
How one forgotten feels forgetfulness ; 
And 1 am glad thinking of her glad face, 
And send her little tokens of my love. 
And thou — wouldst thou be wroth in 

such a case ? 
And crying Abba, I am fain 
To think no human father's heart 
Can be so tender as thou art, 
So quick to feel our love, to feel our pain. 
When she is froward, querulous or wild. 
Thou knowest, Abba, how in each of- 
fense 
I stint not patience lest I wrong the 

child. 
Mistaking for revolt defect of sense. 
For willfulness mere sprightliness of 

mind ; 
Thou know'st how often, seeing, I am 

blind; 
How when I turn her face against the wall 
And leave her in disgrace, 
And will not look at her or speak at all, 
1 long to speak and long to see her face ; 
And how, when twice, for something 

grievous done, 
I could but smite, and though I lightly 

smote, 
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I felt my heart rise strangling in my 

throat; 
And when she wept 1 kissed the poor 

red hands. 

All these things, Father, a father under- 
stands ; 
And am not 1 thy son ? 

Abba, in thine eternal years 

Bethink thee of our fleeting day ; 
From all the rapture of our eyes and ears 

How shall we tear ourselves away ? 

At night my little one says nay, 
With prayers implores, entreats with 

tears 
For ten more flying minutes' play; 
How shall we tear ourselves away ? 
Yet call, and Til surrender 

The flower of soul and sense. 
Life's passion and its splendor. 

In quick obedience. 
If not without the blameless human tears 
By eyes which slowly glaze and darken 

shed. 
Yet without questionings or fears 
For those I leave behind when I am dead. 
Thou, Abba, know'st how dear 

104 



SCNCS OP MOTHERHOOD 

My little child's poor playthings are to 

her; 
What love and joy 
She has in every darling doll and precious 

toy; 
Yet when she stands between my knees 
To kiss good-night, she does not sob in 

sorrow, 
** O, father, do not break or injure these I " 
She knows that I shall fondly lay them 

by 
For happiness to-morrow; 
So leaves them trustfully. And shall not 

I? 

William Canton. 
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MAN AND WOMAN 
[From "The Princess"] 

THE woman's cause is man's; they 
rise or sink 
Together dwarf d or godlike, bond or 

free; 
For she that out of Lethe scales with 

man 
The shining steps of Nature, shares with 

man 
His nights, his days, moves with him to 

one goal. 
Stays all the fair young planet in her 

hands — 
If she be small, slight-natured, miserable. 
How shall men grow ; but work no more 

alone I 
Our place is much, as far as in us lies 
We two will serve them both in aiding 

her, 
Will clear away the parasitic forms 
That seem to keep her up, but drag her 

down. 
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Will leave her space to burgeon out of 

all 
Within her — let her make herself her 

own 
To give or keep, to live and learn and be 
All that not harms distinctive woman- 
hood. 
For woman is not undevelopt man 
But diverse; could we make her as an 

man 
Sweet Love were slain, his dearest bond 

is this. 
Not like to like but like in difference. 
Yet in the long years liker must they 

grow; 
The man be more of woman, she of 

man; 
He gain in sweetness and in moral 

height, 
Nor lose the wrestling thews that throw 

the world ; 
She mental breadth, nor fail in childward 

care 
Nor lose the childlike in the larger mind. 
Till at the last she set herself to man. 
Like perfect music unto noble words ; 
And so these twain upon the skirts of 

Time 
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Sit side by side, fuU-summ'd in all their 
powers — 

Dispensing harvest, sowing the To-be — 

Self-reverent each, and reverencing each — 

Distinct in individualities; 

But like each other, ev'n as those who 
love. 

Then comes the statelier Eden back to 
men, 

Then reign the world's great bridals, 
chaste and calm, 

Then springs the crowning race of hu- 
man-kind. 
May these things be ! 

Alfred Tennyson. 
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THE TRUE WIFE AND MOTHER 

THE heart of her husband doth safely 
trust in her, so that he shall have 
no need of spoil. 

She will do him good and not evil all 
the days of her life. 

She seeketh wool, and flax, and work- 
eth willingly with her hands. 

She is like the merchant's ships ; she 
bringeth her food from afar. 

She riseth also while it is yet night, 
and giveth meat to her household, and a 
portion to her maidens. 

She considereth a field, and buyeth it; 
with the fruit of her hands she planteth a 
vineyard. 

She girdeth her loins with strength, 
and strengtheneth her arms. 

She perceiveth that her merchandise is 
good: her candle goeth not out by night. 

She layeth her hands to the spindle, 
and her hands hold the distaff. 
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She stretcheth out her hand to the poor; 
yea, she reacheth forth her hands to the 
needy. 

She is not afraid of the snow for her 
household: for all her household are 
clothed with scarlet. 

She maketh herself coverings of tapes- 
try; her clothing is silk and purple. 

Her husband is known in the gates, 
when he sitteth among the elders of the 
land. 

She maketh fine linen, and selleth it ; 
and delivereth girdles unto the merchant. 

Strength and honour are her clothing; 
and she shall rejoice in time to come. 

She openeth her mouth with wisdom ; 
and in her tongue is the law of kindness. 

She looketh well to the ways of her 
household, and eateth not the bread of 
idleness. 

Her children arise up, and call her 
blessed ; her husband also, and he prais- 
eth her. 

Many daughters have done virtuously, 
but thou excellest them all. 

Favour is deceitful, and beauty is vain ; 
but a woman that feareth the Lord, she 
shall be praised. 
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Give her of the fruit of her hands ; and 
let her own works praise her in the 
gates. 

Bible- -Book of Proverbs. 
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